Yvette was in conversation with Antoine and Tiercelin. The
sky had cleared and the light of a bright afternoon flooded
the room. M. Coutelier, who had entered first, thought he
descried an expression of the surprise on the faces of the
three young people. Turning his head, he uttered a cry as he
discovered that Malinier was wearing German uniform.

* Sir/ he said, taking his stand in front of Yvette, ' go
away at once I You are in the home of a French soldier, a
prisoner in the hands of your paymasters. Get out! *

Malinier had turned a little pale. He eyed his boots, his
green uniform of thick army serge, his decorations, and on
his sleeve, the tricolour badge.

6 Let us make no mistake. If I am to-day wearing a
German uniform, it is to atone for your misdeeds, so as to
restore you the liberty you no longer deserve. In three days
I am leaving for Russia, and my wife regards me as a lunatic,
because I am going to die like a dog to fertilize a soil from
which I shall reap no harvest. My concierge won't speak to
me, my friends turn their backs on me or spit when I pass.
And I don't feel particularly at ease in this get-up. But you
sold your daughter to a Jew. You sold your country to the
Jews, the Freemasons, the poets, and the Communists. They
have turned it into what you see, and while you wash your
hands of the result, I repair the damage, I pay cash down in
my own blood. One day you will learn that I have left my
bones in Russia, and have a good laugh about it.1 You will

1 Mai inter was not destined to die in Russia. Taken prisoner by the
Americans after the German collapse, he was handed over to the French
authorities. In one of his successive prisons he was maltreated. From the
account of an eye-witness : ' In the evening the members of the L.V.F.,
stark naked, were lined up in the yard, and half stunned by blows with heavy
sticks. They spent all night outside in the same condition, and their guards,
nearly all of them young men, appeared from time to time and beat them
again. During the same night I was awakened several times by a concert of
yells. In the morning, before being removed to their cells, the guards
forced them to roll in broken glass. I saw them from my window. The
prison chaplain, who knew what was going on, pretended to be ignorant of
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